Walt Whitman

hungering for something audacious and brutal,
were intensely thrilled by this voice, which
came over the ocean crying, " I loaf and invite
my soul," " I dote on myself, there is that lot
of me and so luscious," proclaiming the most
intimate of his physical sensations and un-
veiling the most shameful of his hypocrisies.
We have got used to self-exposure and philo-
sophic egoism since then ; Whitman's unique-
ness is less extensive and remarkable than it
was. But he remains a man peculiar and
great, and, in spite of all his efforts, a poet.
The gold is scattered all over that great heap
of quartz, and a few poems or sections of
poems are gold all through. There are Out
of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking, The Two
Veterans, When Lilacs First in the Dooryard
Bloomed, Beat, Beat Drums ; a few more. Any
stanza of the Dirge might be quoted :

<c Lo the moon ascending, up from the east
the silvery round moon beautiful over the
house-tops, ghastly, phantom moon, immense
and silent moon.

" I see a sad procession, and I hear the sound
of coming full-key'd bugles, all the channels
of the city streets they're flooding, as with
voices and with tears.

" I hear the great drums pounding, and the
small drums steady whirring, and every blow
of the great convulsive drums strikes me
through and through."
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